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dear shizzle 


Author's Notes: 
tw: knives in general 


Andy Rourke was on his way home from tha club yo. Dude had dropped his night gettin faded r hopelessly 
bein hit on by desperate dem hoes up in they 30s. But Andy was only 20 n wanted not a god damn thang ta 
do wit it yo. His ass belonged ta Mike Joyce. 

As Andy was struttin home da ruffneck decided ta pay Mike a visit. Right back up in yo muthafuckin ass. So 
tha pimpin’ muthafucka turned tha fuck into tha woodz n went up in search of Mikes cabin. | aint talkin’ bout 
chicken r gravy biatch. 

As he approached tha stoop a one-eyed pussaaaaay hissed. Y'all KNOW dat shit, muthafuckal "ill fuckin bust a 
cap up in you" snapped Andy, n' tha pussaaaaay scampered off fo' realz. And tha door opened, up came a 
chillaxed Mike. "what tha fuck is you bustin here its 2:45 up in tha morning.’ Mike screeched. Y'all KNOW dat 
shit, muthafuckal 

Andy admired his wild lil playaz muscles. "| um" Andy stammered, "I um | dont gotz a place ta chill." 

A straight-up chillaxed Mike hustled Andy ta his bedroom. "Yo ass can have tha bed i'll chill on tha couch." 
Mike Informed. 


"oh uh i dont wanna be a funky-ass burden why don't you take tha be-" Andy was cut off by tha sight of 
Mike floppin onto tha bed nv fallin instantly asleep fo' realz. Andy admired Mikez ass. Dat shiznit was sick n' 
plump. But slightly obscured by a pair of boxer shorts. 

Andy didnt know what tha fuck ta do at dis point, so his schmoooove ass curled up by Mike r' peeped his ass 
slumber r shiznit yo. Dude was so vulnerable. Without thinking, Andy reached up rn’ placed a hand on Mikez 
cheek. 

Andy then gots up n' proceeded ta tha kitchen. | aint talkin’ bout chicken r! gravy biatch. There he grabbed a 
sharp knife r' a apple. 

Andy took a funky-ass bite r strutted back ta tha bedroom yo. Dude had never officially been inside Mikes 
house.. well not dat Mike had known of. 

Andy settled back tha fuck into Mikez bed. Y'all KNOW dat shit, muthafuckal Andy took tha knife n' placed tha 
blade on Mikez back, slicin tha tank top off. 

"A-Andy..?" Mike managed ta say. 

Without a word, Andy dove fo' a funky-ass bedside table lamp n' bashed Mike over tha head wit it, showerin 
both of dem up in debris yo. Dude then continued removin tha hoodie of his knocked up playa yo, but it ain't no 
stoppin cause | be still poppin’ fo' realz. Andy then slid Mikez underwear off, as well yo. His ding-a-ling was just 
as big-ass as Andy had originally hoped. Y'all KNOW dat shit, muthafuckal Dude would gotta refrain from 
touchin it, fo! now, nahmeean? 

Andy placed tha blade onto Mikez chest, addin just enough heat ta draw blood. Y'all KNOW dat shit, muthafuckal 
| be fly as a gangbangin' falcon, soarin all up in tha sky dawwwwg! Da cut was bout three inches vertically 
across his bangin ribcage. Mike was still unconscious. This was unacceptable fo' realz. Andy then took up a roll 
of duct tape n' tied Mikez arms ta tha bed frame, along wit his fuckin legs. 

Dude brought tha knife deep tha fuck into Mikez side, joltin his ass awake wit a scream of pain n' utter mad 
drama. 

But Andy twisted tha blade r pulled it up yo, but quickly pressed it ta Mikez neck as da perved-out 
muthafucka squirmed. Y'all KNOW dat shit, muthafuckal "Don't move. Don't scream. Don't make noise, or ill bust 
a cap up in yo thugged-out ass." 

Mike was still up in pain but tha shock of Andyz actions took Mikez attention away from his bleedin side yo. 
Dude nodded n' clenched his cold-ass teeth, fearin all of Andyz intentions. 

Andy slammed tha knife right above his victimz cock. Despite Andyz warning, Mike let up a funky-ass blood 
curdlin scream. One dat would cost his ass his wild lit freakadelic game. 

Instantly a funky-ass blade sliced across Mikez throat, n then ta his cheeks. Leavin his ass permanently smilin 
ear ta ear as his cold-ass throat gushed blood. 

Andy peeped smilin as his wild lil playa squirmed, slowly dying. But tha show did not last fo' long, as Mike soon 
went limp. 

Andy proceeded ta cut a x up in each eye, fo' a humorous effect. That action was much messier than 
expected. 

Andy then removed his own threadz n' climbed on top of Mike yo. Dude was still warm fo' realz. Andy slid his 
wild lilt fuckin erect ding-a-ling tha fuck into Mikez wide smile yo. Dude grabbed Mikez handz n' moaned as da 
perved-out muthafucka slid up in n outta his wild lil! playa until his schmoooove ass came yo. His come dripped 
outta his wild lil playaz wide grin, mixin wit tha pool of blood dat had soaked tha bed. Y'all KNOW dat shit, 
muthatuckal 

Andy fuckin started humpin' Mikez neck down ta his ding-a-ling yo. Dude took his wild lil’ playaz length tha fuck 


into his crazy-ass grill, whilst carvin tha fuck into his wild lit playaz stiff body wit tha knife fo' realz. Andy 
finished Mike off quickly n' laid beside his wild lit freak n' shiznit yo. Dude wrapped his thugged-out arms round 
his ass n' pulled tha blood-soaked blanket over dem both yo. Dude laid his head on Mikez chest, listenin ta his 
heartbeat which was not there, so peek-a-boo, clear tha way, | be comin’ thru fo'sho. "I gots a straight-up 


boner fo! you" Andy holla'd softly, "Sweet dreams." 


